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and turned my face to the wall, taking refuge in a state that was half
waking, half sleeping, like a swimmer struggling between conflict-
ing currents.

She sighed.

"Asleep already!" she murmured; "how lucky you are!" and
went back to the loneliness of her own room.

I was awakened in the night by the creaking of her floor. I told
myself that she was brooding over her scruples, and the thought
gave me an unworthy sense of pleasure. I did not realize then the
full horror of the torment which those servants of God inflict upon
themselves who do not know the true nature of love.

Next day, at breakfast, Michele, looking pale and heavy-eyed,
avoided my questions.

"According to Monsieur Calou it is ridiculous to say that he stole
anything," she told me. "The abbe was in the habit of making small
advances to Jean when he wanted money. This time, Jean helped
himself, but he knew that his mother would pay it back at once.
He left a note in the desk, and the abbe knew perfectly well that he
would be reimbursed."

I asked whether it was true that Mirbel had broken open the lock.
My sister was forced to admit that he had, but she was annoyed by
the face I pulled, and turned her back on me, refusing to say any
more. The odd thing was that though I regarded such an act as
monstrous, it somehow reawakened my feeling of affection for
MirbeL I could never willingly turn from him or deny him, and I
trembled to think that I was thus indissolubly bound to a boy who
could wallow in crime.

It was only much kter, and then very scrappily, that the details of
this adventure were imparted to me, not by Monsieur Calou but
by Michele herself. Even to-day, the old Countess sometimes talks
of that time, when I go to see her, but without the slightest sign that
she finds the memory of it in any way embarrassing. "It would,
make a good subject for one of your novels," she says, savouring her
words as though they were something good to eat "I might have
kept it for myself, but you can have it. I'd only spoil it It's not
really my line of country. It has nothing to do with love, you